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That H Would End This Way 


Author's Notes: 
Butch Vig recounted the recording of Dave's vocals for | Should Have Known and said that it was eery and 
heavy and something went down that day. Perhaps this is how it went? 


The final note hung in the air, heavy and haunting. Butch stopped the recording. They sat there with their eyes 
wide and their mouths gaping. He stood in the little makeshift closet with the glass door that was used as the 
vocal booth. His head was down and he was panting. Drops of sweat slid down his temple. Something just 
happened. Goosepimples dotted their arms. You could hear a pin drop. 


After a minute or two, Dave gave a shrug, finally slid the heavy headphones off his head and stepped from 
the room. He kept his head down, fingers flew toward his lips and mustache and he fiddled, as he so often did 
when something was vexing him. Without a word, he slipped from the studio. The rest of them all stared at 
each other. And then, slowly, all eyes turned to Taylor, who was sitting in the corner, on the couch. He felt 


cornered. 


Still, nobody spoke. They all felt as if their voices would ruin it all. As if the first sound would cause the roof 


to cave in on them and that odd, magical weight that his distress created would crush them all. 

Taylor checked the garage where his bike and his minivan were parked. Checked out back by the pool. He walked 
the backyard toward the tent which was assembled on the court. Stepping through the pulled back flap of a 
doorway, Taylor found him standing in the middle of the covered space with his back to the door. 

"De" 


His shoulders flinched but he did not turn or say anything. The drummer approached slowly, as if creeping up 


on a trapped animal. 
"Dave?" His voice was low. Gently, he touched his left shoulder. 


In an instant, he turned on the blonde and threw his arms around him, trapping Taylor's arms at his sides. He 
was bawling as he pushed his face against Taylor's shoulder. 


The dummer wrenched his arms free and used them to circle him, petting his hair with his right hand. He just 


clutched Taylor tighter and pulled him down to the hard rubber floor of the court. 


In years past, he would have reconsidered writing a song like that. He would not have wanted to open himself 
up and allow people to look inside. Perhaps those dark, angry, and tormenting feelings did not give him a choice 
and scratched and clawed their way out, demanding to be set free. 


